WILLIAM VAUGHN MOODY
where I should neither have dared nor wished to pursue it. You have my — so to speak— "post humorous " gratitude, with the reservation named. I am particularly glad that you do not share the current prejudice against such subjects, in favor of a literary Americanism which I, for my own part, cannot but deem false in theory and barren in practice. , . . Believe me, Faithfully yours, WILLIAM VAUGHN MOODY.
The studio at 51 West loth St., occupied by a friend during the Arizona trip, made a convenient New York headquarters, which Moody retained for some time. He was back there in the fall of 1904, and through the following spring. His work was now eagerly sought by some of the magazines, and one of the pleasantest friendships of this time was that with Richard Watson Gilder of the Century. Mr. Gilder's poem, referred to in the letters, was printed in the Atlantic Monthly for June, 1905, under the title, "A New Poet.'1
A NEW POET
BY JR. W.  GILDER X
FRIENDS, beware!
Stop babbling! Hark, a sound is in the air! Above the pretty songs of schools (Not of music made, but rules), 151ction with what you tell me of your thwarted intention, shows how parlously near I came to having my theme "assumed" into a heaven of invention
